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light and settle down to sleeping when a bullet buzzed
through the window, somewhat after the manner of a bum-
ble bee in a hurry. It struck the opposite wall.
Another followed before we tumbled out of bed and took
cover under the window sill. Whoever the gentleman was
behind the gun, he was doing some fairly accurate shooting.
The nearest refuge for snipers was in a warehouse two hun-
dred yards away. The first shot indicated the low velocity of
a home-made charge. The bullet had not penetrated the wall
but lay on the floor;
Berry and I pulled the mattresses off the bed and arranged
a place to sleep on the floor. Then with a hat posed on a cane
and the candle placed behind it, we proceeded to bait the
sniper into wasting his ammunition. He fired repeatedly, but
only once after the first two shots did he succeed in placing
a bullet within the target of the window-frame. When the
sniper tired, we blew out the candle and went to sleep.
The following morning we complained with a certain
amount of mock bitterness to the colonel that it was an out-
rage to permit a sniper to interrupt the sleep of his guests*
His keen Irish sense of humor responded with the promise
to do everything possible to make our visit pleasant. He
apologized profusely in other directions. The sudden influx
of guests, he explained, had caused the food supply to be
limited to a few codfish brought up the river on a despatch
tug, and the drinks were now restricted to a small supply of
port wine in the cellar—this, despite the fact that one of
the largest distilleries in Ireland was located a short distance
away on the other side of the Liff ey.
The food problem in our section of Dublin had become a
serious one, not only for the hotel in which the correspondents
and officers were quartered, but for the people of all the
immediate area. It became necessary during the day for the

